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future by fighting against tyranny and inspiring
the people with hatred of war and love for their
fellow-men. Even now we can do something.
It'll keep us from dying desperate with the bitter-
ness of rage in our hearts. For sure enough we
shan't see the triumph of our ideas, and when
Collectivism is established all over the world I shall
have been carried feet foremost from my garret a
long while before. But there! I'm jawing and the
time's going "

He pulled out his watch, and seeing that it was
eleven o'clock he put on his waistcoat, picked up
his tools, and ramming his cap on the back of his
head, said, without turning round :

"It's a sure thing that the middle classes are
rotten. The Dreyfus case showed that plainly
enough."

With that, he went off to his dinner.

Then, with wide-open mouth, bristling hair
and flaming eyes, Riquet rushed at Roupart's
departing heels, pursuing them with frantic barks,
It may have been that a bad dream had troubled
his light slumber and caused him to take advantage
of the enemy's retreat, or, as his master feigned to
believe, that his anger had been aroused by the
name which had just been pronounced.

Alone with Riquet, Monsieur Bergeret ad-
dressed him gently in these sorrowful words: